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A Little Help 


By colla-vOce 


Izuku woke to gentle light streaming through the curtains. It was a Sunday: 
the one day of the week where they didn’t have school, and Izuku was 
determined to make his morning count. He turned over in his bed, fully 
intending to go back to sleep, before he sat up with a jolt. 


This wasn’t his room. Where-- 


Except, wait, it was his room. Not his room at home, but the one at UA. 
Right -- he’d be spending his Sundays at school now. That was going to 
be weird. 


Well, there was no going back to sleep after that mini-scare. Izuku sat up 
and stretched, feeling the satisfying pops along his back. As if on cue, his 
phone lit up with a text notification. 


Morning, Izuku! Are you 
awake yet? 


Oh, no. | just wanted to 
remind you that you have 
to take your T shot 
today! 


Have a great day, 
sweetheart! 


His testosterone vials... Where did he put those again? He really should 
have finished unpacking by now, instead of only pulling things out when 
he needed them. Ah, well, that was a task for another day. 


Two bags, five boxes, and approximately forty minutes of searching later, 
Izuku finally uncovered a plastic zippie bag that contained a few small 
boxes -- each one holding one dosage of testosterone. Needles were 
nowhere to be found, however. Neither were syringes. Further 
investigation revealed nothing but lint; Izuku would have to pull out the 
big guns. 


Oh! | thought you’d be 
able to get them from the 
school nurse, so | didn’t 
pack any. 


Should | drive up to UA 
and bring you some? 


Text me if you need 
anything, okay? 


So a trip to Recovery Girl was in order. But first, IZuku needed to get 
dressed, and then he needed to get some actual breakfast. 


Recovery Girl didn’t usually work on Sundays, but between the new dorms 
and the reason behind the dorms, everyone had agreed it would be better 
to be safe than sorry, if only for the first few weeks of term. With any luck, 
however, this would be a quiet day - how much trouble could teenagers 
possibly get into on a Sunday? 


Such hopes were dashed with a knock at the door. 


“Come in.” she called. The door slid open to reveal an all too familiar face 
and--oh, of course it would be him. 


Midoriya held his hands up in a placating gesture. “I’m not hurt.” he blurted 
out. “I just need to borrow something.” 


“What is it that you need to borrow?” 

Midoriya held up a zippie bag with a few small boxes; Recovery Girl 
couldn’t tell exactly what they were. “I need syringes and needles. 

I’m supposed to take my T shot today, and I don’t have either of those.” 
“Let me see your prescription.” 

Midoriya handed over the bag, which Recovery Girl found had a sticker label 
on it. Sustanon 250 -- that matched up fine with Midoriya’s medical files. 
She got up to retrieve appropriately sized syringes and needles, making 
further inquiries as she did so. 


“Do you usually self-inject, or does someone else do it for you?” 


“My mom usually does it since she’s a nurse, but I’d feel bad about asking 
her to come all this way, so...” 


“Shall I inject it for you, then?” 
“Huh? Oh no, it’s fine, I can do it myself.” 


Recovery Girl paused in her search and pursed her lips. “Midoriya, have you 
self-injected before?” 


“I, well...” Midoriya scratched his cheek sheepishly. “No? But I’ve been 
looking up Youtube videos, so I’m sure I could figure it out.” 


“That’s neither safe nor something I can recommend,” Recovery Girl tutted. 
“There’s no shame in asking for help, you know. Since you're already here, 
why not just ask me to teach you how to do it?” 


“T didn’t want to bother you,” Midoriya mumbled. “You probably have other 
things to do, so-” 


“Nonsense,” Recovery Girl cut him off. “It’s my job to help UA students 
with medical problems -- you’re hardly bothering me by asking for help. 
It would be more of a bother if you hurt yourself, and I had to patch you 
up afterwards.” 


“Ah, okay,” Midoriya acquiesced. “Then, could you please teach me how to 
self-inject?” 


“Gladly. Go sit down on the bed, I just have to get the syringes.” 


Midoriya picked up the individual steps remarkably quickly -- those Youtube 
videos had paid off, apparently. Still, Recovery Girl was glad that he hadn’t 
already had what he needed, because, like any other person who had 
never done it personally before, he made his fair share of mistakes. Nothing 
dangerously big, but enough to cause slight concern. 


“Remember to remove the air bubbles,” Recovery Girl prompted, seeing 
Midoriya hold the syringe over his thigh. 


He flushed lightly. “Ah, right.” He tapped the side of the syringe and 
watched the few bubbles inside float up, before gently pushing them out. 


“Is that alright?” 

“Yes. You can go ahead and inject now.” 

The needle hovered once again over Midoriya’s thigh, his expression one of 
pure concentration... and then he simply froze. His expression gave nothing 
away, but Recovery Girl could see the slight tremble in his hands. 


She decided to step in. “Midoriya, would you rather I do it for you?” 


The question seemed to startle him out of his stupor, and he looked up at 
Recovery Girl. 


“I need to learn to do this someday. No time like the present, right?” 
Midoriya tried to smile, but Recovery Girl wasn’t fooled. 


She sighed. “Someday, yes, but you don’t have to do everything by yourself 
right this second. Didn’t you hear me when I said it was okay to ask for 
help?” 


Midoriya hesitated, before holding out the syringe to her. Rather than take 
it, though, Recovery Girl wrapped her hand around his and gently guided 
it back above his thigh. 


“I’m going to inject it now. Are you ready, Midoriya?” 


“Ah -- yeah.” Midoriya still looked nervous, but his hands felt steadier under 
her guidance. In a swift motion, they plunged the needle into Midoriya’s 
thigh. Midoriya winced, but didn’t react more than that -- which was 
natural, given that this was far from his first time receiving an injection. 


“Before injecting, you should draw back on the plunger to check for blood.” 
She did so as she spoke, gently shifting Midoriya’s hands so they could 

see the syringe better. “See? There’s no blood being drawn up, which 
means we haven’t hit a vein. It’s safe to inject here.” 


Just as Recovery Girl was about to push down, Midoriya spoke up. 
“Can I try injecting it myself? I think I can do it.” 


After a moment’s consideration, Recovery Girl nodded and let go of the 
syringe. Slowly, the plunger went down, and the testosterone with it. 


Midoriya relaxed once the syringe was empty; it seemed like he hadn’t 
realised how tense he’d been until it was over. Recovery Girl handed him 
a cotton ball in exchange for the syringe and needle, which were quickly 
disposed of. Speaking of... 


“Midoriya, do you need me to give you a sharps container as well?” 
“Oh, right, I don’t have one of those either. If you don’t mind...?” 


Recovery Girl retrieved a spare sharps container and set it beside the 
syringes and needles she had given Midoriya earlier. “I probably don’t 
have to tell you this, but bring it to me when it needs to be disposed of. 
Don’t try to throw it out yourself. Are you still bleeding?” 


Midoriya moved the cotton ball to check the puncture wound. “No, it didn’t 
bleed much in the first place. Could you, um...” 


Recovery Girl handed him a band-aid. “I could use my quirk if you’d 
prefer, but the wound is so small that I don’t think it’s worth the loss 
of energy.” 


“Ah, no, this is fine,” Midoriya said. “Thanks.” 
“Good. Have some candy, Midoriya. Come back if you need anything.” 


“Will do! Thanks, Recovery Girl.” Midoriya nodded as he left her office, his 
hands too full of medical supplies to wave. The door slid shut behind him, 
and Recovery Girl was alone once more. 


Recovery Girl relaxed back into her chair with a sigh. Ah, Midoriya. He was 
a good kid, if one that gave her one too many headaches. But if what 
happened just now was any indication, he was finally learning to ask for 
help; maybe one day he'd be able to rely on others when he needed it. 


It was a small thing, but it was something Recovery Girl was glad to see. 


There's Nothing Wrong 


By Chuuyazai 


The grounds of UA high school had been a fresh start for most students but 
especially for Kendou. It was her safe haven, a place where no one knew her past 
and no one knows who she was before starting at the prestigious academy. Most 
importantly, almost no one knows her secrets. Only the people she felt a certain 
level of comfort around knew. 


It was refreshing and she felt as though she could finally breathe again without the 
fears her previous schools plagued her with. But the words of her old classmates 
still plagued her, lingering in the back of her mind, commenting on her strength 
and other “masculine” features. They affected her more whenever she let her 
guard down too much, a loud reminder of who she was always perceived to be. 


Try as she might, her old coping skills were failing her quicker than she would like 
to admit. The fake laughs turned into eye rolling which turned into trying to 
pretend like she didn’t hear the comments from her classmates whenever she 
trained in front of them. 


Kendou was a smart girl. She knew that when people commented on her strength 
or her brazen attitude, they weren’t commenting on anything deeper. But it was 
hard to let go of the past. 


And today seemed to be one of the days where it was harder than normal. 


There were whispers coming from her classmates and a few other bystanders that 
were all standing in the training room, watching the sparring match between 
Kendou and Tetsutetsu. While she couldn’t hear exactly what was being said, she 
caught some words that brought her mind back to her old school. Comments 
about her strength and her brute movements stirred annoyance deep down. 


She tried to squash the aggravation down, to ignore it and just focus on the 
sparring match, but it began to eat away at her patience. In a short amount of 
time, her focus was lessening as she let the annoyance take over. 


The adrenaline that coursed through her veins as she dodged another one of 
Tetsutetsu’s punches wasn’t enough to completely focus her mind. She was 
barely able to process the next attack that came quicker than the former, the 
other's metallic fist brushing her cheek. There was a sting of pain and something 
warm dripped down her cheek. Gritting her teeth, Kendou’s frustrations grew and 
she clenched her fist, charging at her opponent. The shouts coming from their 
teacher fell on deaf ears as she momentarily lost herself to her agitation. 


Keeping her eyes trained on Tetsutetsu, she swung her fist, enlarging it at 
the last moment. She connected with his metal form, sending him skidding 
back a few feet as he grunted out from the pain the impact caused. 


Kendou kept moving forward, cocking her arm back to deliver another blow. 
A large and steady hand grabbed her shoulder, stopping her in her tracks. 
“Kendou, that’s enough,” Vlad King said sternly. “Training is over for the day. 
Don’t forget about the quirk improvement assessment coming up,” he 
addressed the rest of the class. The students began to talk amongst 
themselves as they went to go pack up their things. 


Body tense, she slowly shrunk her fists and lowered her arms back to her 
side, taking in deep breaths. As she started to come back to her senses, 
mind calming and irritation subsiding, she started to feel regret. Once the 
professor let go of her shoulder, she slowly walked over to where Tetsutetsu 
was wiping a towel down his face. 


When she got close enough, Kendou cleared her throat, catching the other’s 
attention. He looked at her with a frown on his face, causing her chest to 
grow tight with guilt. Sucking in a breath and standing up straight, she 
forced herself to look into his eyes. “I’m sorry Tetsu,” she started, gaze 
softening. “I lost myself for a little while there.” Kendou flashed him a shy 
smile and bowed her head ever so slightly. 


Before she could walk away, Tetsutetsu stepped closer to her. His frown 
had turned into a look of surprise as he began to frantically speak. “You 
didn’t do anything wrong! I let my guard down after I accidentally cut you! 
If anything I should be the one apologizing down on my knees!” 


“Oh.” She paused, reaching up to the cut on her cheek that had slipped her 
mind. It was a bit sore and there was some coagulated blood that was sticky 
to her touch. “I-It’s fine though,” she said, trying to reassure the other who 
was Staring at the cut in concern. “I should have been more focused.” 
Laughing awkwardly, she began to turn around and walk towards her bag 
when a hand reached out and wrapped around her bicep. Kendou sucked in 
a breath and whipped her head around, momentarily terrified though she 
didn’t know why. 


“Are you okay?” 


It was three simple words but they left her speechless. All she could do was 
stare into Tetsutetsu’s silver, worry-filled eyes. Her mouth opened and closed 
but nothing came out. The longer she sat there without answering, the more 
concerned Tetsutetsu seemed to get. He let out a small sigh before smiling 
brightly. “Wanna go to the gym with me? I could use some company!” 


It was obvious to Kendou why he had invited her in such a cheery way. Still, 
she appreciated the sentiment and gave him a small smile of her own. 
“Sure, let’s go.” 


It didn’t take long for them to gather their things and split away from the 
rest of their class. The walk through the hallway was quiet, neither talking 
which was strange for them. Since they had met, the two of them became 
fast friends. Neither were shy by any means either so the silence was heavy. 


As they entered the gym, Kendou looked around at all the machines and 
weights that filled the room. “So, what do you want to be spotted on first?” 
she broke the silence and asked him as that was their typical routine when 
they came here. 


“We're gonna do something different today,” Tetsutetsu said, a light 
playfulness in his voice. Kendou looked at him confused and barely reacted 
in time to catch the boxing gloves that Tetsutetsu had fished out of his bag 
and thrown at her. 


She turned the gloves over in her hands. “I don’t...why?” Tetsutetsu began 
to move things around the room, providing a small circle of open space 
around a suspended heavy bag, grunting and wiping off a bead of sweat 
when he had finished. 


“You,” he pointed at her and walked over, “need to let off some steam.” 


Kendou rolled her eyes. “No I don’t. I’m fine.” She reached out to hand back 
the boxing gloves but Tetsutetsu just shook his head. 


“There is clearly something wrong with you Kendou. Now, I know you might 
not want to talk about it so,” he gestured to the punching bag he had set 
up, “here’s an alternative solution to that.” 


There was a pause, Kendou thinking about her options. But she knew that 
her friend was right. With a sigh, she slid her hands into the gloves, 
watching Tetsutetsu grin at her choice. “Alright! Let’s do this!” 


The other’s excitement made Kendou smile as she hit the gloves together 
and readied herself in front of the bag. Tetsutetsu followed her over, 
standing on the other side. He held onto either side of the bag, steadying 
it as Kendou stretched her shoulders. “Start with a ‘left-right-cross’ 
pattern,” Tetsutetsu instructed her. Nodding her head, she bent her knees, 
spread her feet until they were shoulder width apart with her right one 
slightly in front of the other, and brought her arms up in the typical 
beginning stance. “Go whenever you're ready.” 


Taking a deep breath, Kendou focused on the task at hand. Narrowing 
her eyes, she began the repetitions. Left jab, right jab, left cross. Right jab, 
left jab, right cross. Over and over again. 


Tetsutetsu stumbled under her power. “Harder Kendou. Put your hips into 
it!” he encouraged. She hit harder and harder but every rep, he still told 
her to put more into it, to use more strength. Gritting her teeth, she could 
feel the frustration from before bubbling up inside, pushing her to strike 
the bag with more power than before, grunting at the exertion. 


But it still wasn’t enough. 

“C'mon! I know you're stronger than that!” 
Something inside her finally snapped. 
“THAT'S THE PROBLEM!” 


They both fell silent after that, simply staring at each other. The only 
sounds to be heard were Kendou’s labored breathing and the squeaking 

of the chain as the heavy bag continued to sway from the force of her 

last repetition. 

“This isn’t working,” Kendou mumbled as she hastily took off the gloves and 
dropped them to the ground. She reached down to grab her bag. “I’m sor-” 


“What do you mean?” Tetsutetsu asked her, causing her to pause her 
movements to leave. “Being strong isn’t a bad thing.” His voice was gentle 
and he took a few steps towards her. 


At first, she didn’t know what to respond. Averting her gaze towards the 
ground, Kendou tried to push down the nauseous feeling that crept in her 
throat. “It is when you're like me,” she replied in a quiet and pained voice, 
feeling her heart stop when the silence came back. There was a shuffling 
sound and then a solid presence against her back. Tensing, she didn’t know 
what was happening at first. But then she realized that Tetsutetsu was 
hugging her. 


“There’s nothing wrong with you,” he whispered and Kendou could feel 
something akin to relief flooding through her. She relaxed into his hold and 
they just stood like that for a few minutes as Kendou’s breathing began to 
even out. 


“T-Thank you,” her voice broke when she spoke but she couldn’t find the 
energy to be embarrassed. Tetsutetsu slowly let her go. Kendou turned to 
face him and he looked intensely into her eyes. 


“Don’t thank me. I get it, I really do. But you like being strong enough to 
kick ass right?” Kendou snorted out a laugh and nodded. “Good. Then be 
as strong as you want to be. 


There was still something eating at her. “I’m just,” she trailed off, trying to 
put her feelings into words. “I’m just tired of the comments, you know? I 
know that people don’t mean it in that way but still...” 


Tetsutetsu huffed out a breath. “Oh, yeah. I know. I’m lucky enough that 
people just think that I have massive pecs.” He let out a brief chuckle 

before returning to his previously serious demeanor. “There is no perfect 
roadmap for things like what you’re going through.But that’s not a bad thing. 
Just because you can beat most people in an arm wrestling match doesn’t 
make you any less feminine. The only thing that matters is how you feel 
about yourself.” 


Kendou exhaled deeply and smiled genuinely for the first time that afternoon. 
Her eyes were damp with unshed tears as she wrapped her arms around 
Tetsutetsu’s waist and hugged him tightly one more time. “When did you get 
so smart about stuff like this?” 


Playfully gasping at her teasing, he lightly hit her shoulder when she let go 
of him. 


“Hey!” Kendou snickered and watched Tetsutetsu grab his things before 

they began to walk together out of the gym. “I used to tell myself something 
similar when I was feeling bad so I thought it was something you would like to 
hear too.” 

“Thank you Tetsu,” she smiled softly at him. 


As they walked together, Kendou’s heart felt lighter than it had in weeks. 


Cool Kids Belong Together 


By Donnie Martino 
It starts with an earring. 


As in, Yamada is wearing one. It’s a long, gold frame that brushes against 
his shoulder whenever he turns his head. It’s flashy enough that students 
in their classes have noticed. They never say anything to Yamada’s face, 
of course. It’s always in whispers when Yamada leaves the room. Aizawa 
tries to stare people down and scare them off topic, but it never quite 
works. 


They hang out the weekend after Yamada gets the piercing, which isn’t 
terribly out of the ordinary. They go to Yamada’s house, Yamada citing 
that he needs to grab a change of clothes. This also isn’t particularly 
abnormal, but when Aizawa quickly gets changed and prepares to plant 
himself at Yamada’s desk, his friend bristles. 


“Uh... can you just wait outside?” Yamada asks. 
Aizawa’s eyes widen, hoping that he doesn’t look too obviously hurt. 


One of his favorite things about being Yamada’s friend is how it was 
typically uncomplicated their relationship is. There is usually openness 
between the two of them that even his mothers are impressed with. 


Aizawa curls up on the couch, thankful that Yamada’s foster parents are 
out. He hates when he looks outwardly upset, because adults always feel 
the need to ask about it. It feels especially humiliating in this moment, 
when the incident feels so slight. So he waits, checking his phone for text 
messages, in case he was missing a message from his moms. 


Yamada comes out of his room after what feels like nearly half an hour. 

His outfit looks different from his usual casual looks.It features a distressed 
band shirt from a group that’s probably American, its hem stopping at his 
mid-thigh. Wrapped around his legs are slick, black leggings that appear 
to shine in the light. When Aizawa looks up at Yamada’s face, he notices 
that he’s wearing his usual white rimmed glasses, but his eyes are lined 
with black and silver eyeshadow. Yamada rubs his lips together and when 
he parts them Aizawa realizes that he’s wearing some kind of gloss. 


Aizawa wonders if he should say anything about it. When he’s still 
debating what exactly he should say, Yamada snaps, 


“Does this look like shit?” 


Aizawa tilts his head. That’s just not how Yamada fishes for compliments. 
It’s baity, but it’s usually about how bright his eyes are or how long his 
neck looks. 


“N... no,” Aizawa replies, shaking his head for emphasis. “You don’t look 
like shit at all.” 


It’s true. If anything, the look ramps up a lot of the features that Aizawa 
already found attractive on Yamada. His piercing green eyes were sharply 
contrasted by his eye makeup and his long legs looked like they were even 
longer with leggings like this. He tries to not let his mind wander further, 
choosing to stare into Yamada’s eyes to reiterate his point. 


Yamada leans in, still clearly suspicious before he pulls away and says, 
“Let’s get going.” 


Aizawa follows behind him, quietly slipping his shoes on as Yamada zips 
up his boots. They leave the apartment, Yamada rushing ahead of him. 
Aizawa shoves his hands in his pockets as he catches up with Yamada. 
Yamada glances at him and quickly faces forward again saying, 


“Hey, can we just get stuff from the corner store and sit in the park? I’m 
running low on cash.” 


“Oh, that’s fine!” Aizawa exclaims, “My moms probably want to make 
something you like for dinner, because you're going to be staying over.” 
“Yeah, true!” Yamada replies. For a brief moment he smiles and Aizawa 
hopes that whatever mood Yamada has been in will pass soon. They go 
through their usual routine- grabbing their usual combination of snacks 
from the store before they go into the park nearby and take a seat. 


Yamada sits down and begins clumsily taking bites out of a rice ball. 


“What are you doing?” Aizawa asks. 
“I’m trying to not get my lip gloss screwed up,” Yamada mumbles. 


“I mean, you should probably just eat and then reapply. You brought the 
tube, right?” Aizawa says. 


Yamada nods. “I mean, yeah, it’s in the bottom of my backpack, but it’s 
there...” He takes bites that are more reasonable, his lip gloss fading in the 
process. He appears lost in thought, but Aizawa really can’t figure out 
why. There’s nothing that seems like an obvious trigger over the course of 
the day. There isn’t even anything that Aizawa can think to console him 
with. This whole thing is legitimately baffling. 


Finally, Yamada leans in more toward him. He asks in the quietest voice 
he can produce, “Have you ever worn makeup?” 


Aizawa shrugs. “I mean, a few times before I came out, but not 
really. Why?” 


He finds himself holding his breath. He didn’t exactly have friends when 
he was figuring out his gender identity. A lot of it was him sitting in his 
room alone with occasional appearances by his cat. He didn’t have 
someone he could ask questions about, especially with the little details, 
like makeup and things like that. 


But he quickly squashes this train of thought. There’s no real reason to 
think that Yamada is also dealing with something like that. If he’s being 
honest with himself, he really shouldn’t wish something like that on 
someone. It’s constantly stressful, sometimes dark, and it isn’t like the 
students at their school were the most receptive toward it. 


Yamada finally breaks him from his thoughts by saying, “Oh, uh. I mean. 
Would you ever wear it again?” 


“It’s not my thing,” Aizawa says. He sees distress in Yamada’s eyes and 
he adds, “As in, it’s just not something I want to put the time into. Not 
because a guy shouldn’t like it or anything like that.” 


“Uh huh,” Yamada says. He gives a strained smile and says, “All right, 
thanks, dude!” before he takes another hearty bite out of his rice ball. 


* 


The rest of the night falls into their usual routines. They greet Aizawa’s 
moms and eat dinner, which is inevitably Yamada’s choice. They spend 

the evening watching movies, sharing a blanket and always being so 
close, Aizawa wonders if Yamada is nursing a crush like he is. They choose 
to watch an older action movie and Yamada leans against Aizawa. Aizawa 
awkwardly raises his arm, trying to let Yamada get a little more 
comfortable. He’s appreciative that his moms aren't the type to tease him 
about being close to someone, though he does sometimes wish that they 
did, if only to figure out where Yamada is at about the whole thing. 


Right now, Yamada is so curled up that he doesn’t even look like he’s able 
to see the TV. But he looks peaceful, which must mean something after 
the day he seems to have been going through. Aizawa tries to not rustle 
him, aside from when he makes a very calculated reach toward his glass 
of water and takes a brief, unobstructed sip from it. Yamada makes a 
grumpy noise every time he makes the attempt and under normal 
circumstances, Aizawa would laugh at it. 


The movie ends and Aizawa is somewhat convinced that Yamada hasn’t 
seen any of it. He still lightly pushes Yamada off his shoulder before he 
reaches toward the pile of DVDs they have spread out in front of them. 
Yamada reaches out and grabs Aizawa’s arm. Aizawa turns around and 
tilts his head. 

“Can we talk?” Yamada asks. 


Aizawa scans the room. His moms have gone to sleep and his cat isn’t 
anywhere to be located. “Uh, I guess,” he replies. 


“Okay,” Yamada says. He rubs the back of his head several times, fluffing 
up his blond hair before he says, 


“Uh, well. I don’t really know what to say.” 

Aizawa narrows his eyes. “Okay...” he starts. 

Yamada takes a deep breath. “I’m sorry!” he exclaims, “I don’t really know 
how to talk about this... can I ask a question? If you don’t want to answer, 


that’s fine.” 


“Sure,” Aizawa says tentatively. 


“You're, like... one hundred percent a dude, right?” Yamada asks. Aizawa 
opens his mouth an Yamada quickly raises his hand between the two of 
them. “As in, you totally identify as a guy. There’s no part of you that 
identifies as something else.” 


The question sounds innocent enough. “No,” Aizawa replies, “I’m not, 
like... uh, what’s the name?... I’m not x-gender or anything like that. 
Why?” 


“I was just wondering,” Yamada says. His face screws up for a moment 
before he adds, “I don’t know what Iam. Being a guy doesn’t sound right 
anymore, but I don’t think I’m a girl, either. So I’m just trapped.” 


Aizawa presses his lips together. Well, that definitely explains how tense 
the whole day has been. Problem is, Aizawa doesn’t exactly know what 
he can say to Yamada to provide any sort of support. He chooses to be 
quiet for a long moment, placing his hand over Yamada’s. It always feels 
so intimate. It’s probably way too intimate. But the gesture seems to help 
Yamada, almost like it’s a cue or him to breathe. He takes a shaky, but 
deep, breath as Aizawa continues to try to think of what he should say. 


“You're not trapped,” Aizawa says. Yamada tilts his head, that long earring 
draping along one of his shoulders. “I mean, I don’t entirely know how 
you feel, but it sounds like you know a decent amount. You aren’t a girl. 
You might not be a guy. Do you, I dunno... feel like a combination of the 
two? Or neither? Sorry, I didn’t really have this type of experience...” 


Yamada smiles. It seems like the first time that day, it isn’t strained. 


“Not entirely sure,” he confesses, “I guess that’s a pretty important thing 
to figure out, isn’t it?” 


“I mean, if you think it is,” Aizawa replies, “It only matters if you want it 
to. If that makes sense.” 


Yamada laughs. “Yeah, it does, dude.” He slips his hand out from under 
Aizawa’s and leans closer to him. He looks away for a brief moment before 
he says, “You aren’t mad at me, are you? I don’t want you to think I’m 
copying you or anything.” 


“Why would I think that you’re copying me?” Aizawa asks. He realizes 
that he probably should expand upon this point, but he isn’t entirely sure 
what he can say. Thankfully, Yamada appears patient. “This isn’t exactly 
something you would want to copy, I don’t think. And, like. I dunno. It’s 
not talked about much, but there has to be more people like us. They 
probably don’t talk about it as much as we do, but. There has to be other 
people.” 


“I guess there’s something to that,” Yamada replies, “Like, we got... fish 
people and shit. My situation can’t be super unique thing.” 


Aizawa shakes his head. “Nah. Not at all,” he agrees. He finally relaxes, 
laying down across from Yamada. “You wanna watch another movie?” 


“Oh, yeah,” Yamada exclaims, “Let’s watch something with music. 
I’m tired of explosions. 


Aizawa watches Yamada pulling apart the piles of DVDs, muttering to 
himself. When Yamada pulls out his choice, Aizawa nods, waving his 
hand to let Yamada get everything set up. Yamada returns to the couch, 
curling up against Aizawa again. Another day, Aizawa will have a 
conversation about the nature of their relationship. 


For now, things are okay as they are. 


The Pull of Gravity 
By patster223 


Ochako gets a lot of questions about their quirk. 


Which makes sense, they suppose. After all, gravity is supposed to be a 
constant, pressurizing force. It’s only natural to wonder what’s it like to be 
free of it. 


It’s not that Ochako minds the questions. They just...wish they had a better 
answer to give. They’re not like Deku; they don’t have a notebook full of 
words and diagrams that can explain how they work. 


See, sometimes Zero Gravity is wonderful. It pulls and plays at Ochako, 
leaving them in a state of suspension that’s as intoxicating as it is terrifying: 
as if they were at the edge of a rollercoaster’s peak, laughing and screaming 
in the moment before freefall. 


And sometimes Zero Gravity is just being stuck in the tense, terrifying part 
of that rollercoaster peak: where Ochako’s gut seizes and churns until they 
finally throw up over the side. 


It’s a dichotomy that’s hard to explain, but Ochako is used to not having 
the words for things. They’re used to letting their smiles and enthusiasm 
speak for themselves. And it usually works out, for the most part. 

Or, at least, it had: until the Sports Festival. 


“Hey, Tsu?” Ochako says. 


Tsuyu looks up from her menu. She’s ordering Ochako ice cream after their 
loss at the festival. She’s nice like that. 


“What is it, Ochako?” 


Ochako traces the laminate on their menu. They can’t think of the precise 
question they want to ask, so instead they say, 
“Do you think I look too...girly?” 


“No.” Tsuyu puts a finger to her chin in thought. “But I guess it depends 
what you mean by girly. You like pink a lot. There’s nothing wrong with that, 
though.” 


Ochako does like pink. Should they not like pink? 


Ugh, this all feels too complicated. Ochako wishes they had some of Deku’s 
notes to coach them through...whatever this conversation is. 


“It’s just that, during my fight with Bakugou...” 

During that fight--when Bakugou had disregarded their gender entirely-- 
something stirred inside of Ochako: something kind of like the queasiness 
they feel while using their quirk, but more powerful, more expansive. 

But that fight--during which millions of people looked at Ochako and called 
them fragile--had also crushed them: as if Ochako’s meteor shower had hit 
themself instead of Bakugou. 

“They thought I was weak,” Ochako huffs. 

“And you proved them wrong,” Tsuyu says. “People will always make 

their assumptions, whether you want them to or not. You should look 
however you want, Ochako.” 


In theory, those words should be freeing. But, instead, their utter vastness 
overwhelms Ochako. 


What good is it being able to look however they want when Ochako doesn’t 
even know what they want? 


Ochako pushes their menu away. They don’t feel hungry anymore--only 


nauseous as they ascend to the top of that rollercoaster, waiting, 
untethered, for something to happen. 


/ 


Ochako may not have the words for what they want, but they do have this: 
a vague, shifting memory that feels as fluid as they do, these days. 


Ochako is five--or is it six?--when they first see the space hero Thirteen. 


“Who's that?” Ochako demands, scrambling to get closer to the TV, ignoring 
the way the wool carpet scratches at their knees. 


If pressed, Ochako wouldn’t be able to explain why or how Thirteen caught 
their eye. After all, Thirteen is no All Might. Whereas All Might is all bright 
colors and distinctive silhouette, Thirteen is just a baggy space suit, a soft 
voice, a glint of light against a dark helmet. Underneath the huge mass of 
their costume, they could look like anything, be anyone. 


But maybe, Ochako thinks years later, after their talk with Tsuyu, that was 
always part of the appeal. 


“Who are they?” young Ochako asks again, pointing at the screen. 


“Hmm?” Ochako’s dad looks up from where he’s frowning over a ledger. 
“Oh, that’s Thirteen.” 


“T think they’re like me,” Ochako blurts out. Immediately after they speak, 
their stomach flutters as if they’d overused their quirk, but their dad only 
laughs at their words. 


“Yeah, they kind of are, aren’t they?” he says. He places his ledger aside 
and smiles at Ochako. “You've both got the space thing going on: with 
your Zero Gravity and their Black Hole.” 


Ochako doesn’t think that’s quite what they meant, but maybe their dad 
has a point. Maybe Thirteen’s Black Hole is so powerful, so like Ochako’s 
Zero Gravity, that, even with a television screen separating them, it’d 
managed to draw Ochako in, leaving them with stinging knees and a 
racing heart. 


“I want to be like them!” Ochako proclaims, their gut filling with a fizzy 
sort of joy. They stumble as they throw themself into their dad’s lap, 
laughing the whole way.Ochako’s dad laughs with them, and then lifts them 
into the air with a thoughtful hum. 


“You want to be a hero too, huh?” their dad teases. 


Ochako answers with a delighted shriek as their dad spins them around. 
No, they may not have the words to express themself, but they will always 
have this: the pull in their gut as they watch Thirteen move beneath that 
strange, bulky spacesuit; the dizziness of suddenly becoming weightless as 
their dad lifts them up high; the heady sensation of being pulled into some 
kind of orbit, some kind of suspension, as they’re like me they’re like me 
they’re like me echoes in their ears along with the sounds of their own 
laughter. 

if 


Ochako thinks about that memory and thinks about their conversation with 
Tsuyu, and they begin making small, hesitant changes. 


They buy secondhand boots that they can’t really afford, but that make 
them look just a bit taller, a bit less small. They trim their hair an inch 
shorter. They study under Gunhead, determined never to hear the word 
fragile again. 


It kind of works. One day, Ochako looks in the mirror and sees someone 
with slightly broader shoulders, with a smile that--they think--could be 
described as determined just as much as it could be cute. 


It feels something like progress--that is, until they go to hero training 
and their costume pulls tight at their chest yet again. 


Then it’s even worse than being stuck at the top of that rollercoaster. 
Being so close and yet so far--and still barely knowing what they’re trying 
to get close to--is as if the rollercoaster has gone off the tracks altogether. 
It leaves them feeling nauseous a// the time, not just when they've 
overused their quirk. 


It only takes a few weeks of this before Ochako stands at the door of the 
support department with a vague hope of Power Loader making some kind 
of anti-nausea support item for them. Or--Ochako thinks, their stomach 
churning as they think about the tightness of their costume--maybe he 
could even-- 


“Uraraka!” 


Ochako squeaks, feeling like they've been caught doing something wrong. 
Their heart rate skyrockets until they see the person calling after them. 


“Thirteen,” Ochako breathes, relieved. “Um. What are you doing here?” 


“Just here to check on a few of my support items,” Thirteen says, patting 
their boots. Those boots--which Ochako had always so admired--give 
Thirteen over six inches of height on Ochako, even with Ochako’s own 
boots on. 


Ochako suddenly feels stupid for buying those boots: for spending money 
they don’t have on shoes that barely give them any height and that look 
downright dull next to Thirteen’s bright yellow ones. 


“Um,” Ochako says, willing their smile not to crack. “Me too! Except, uh, 
not for my boots. Well, maybe my boots! I guess we'll see...” 


Thirteen interrupts their rambling with a gentle hand on their shoulder. 
“Would you like to join me in the teacher's lounge for some tea, Uraraka?” 


Ochako nods, feeling faintly chagrined, as if they’d been caught doing 
something wrong again. But Thirteen doesn’t admonish them, only leads 
them to the teacher’s lounge and pours them both some tea. 


“So, what’s on your mind?” Thirteen asks. 


Ochako means to play it off as being nothing, to laugh and smile like they 
always do. But, suddenly, after so long of watching Thirteen from afar and 
still not having the words for the painful longing they feel, Ochako really 
does feel like they’re on a runaway rollercoaster. Everything--their heart 
rate, their thoughts, their churning stomach--feels wild, careening out of 
control until Ochako finally blurts out- 


“My costume is wrong!” 


Ochako flushes, but Thirteen doesn’t seem shocked by their outburst, only 
nodding in response. 


“Yeah, I figured.” 


“You did? How?” Ochako asks, their face flushing even hotter. Were they 
that obvious? 


“It’s actually pretty common,” Thirteen says. Their face isn’t visible through 
their helmet, but the light reflecting off their visor twinkles gently as they 
lean closer. “Most fifteen year olds haven’t even come close to discovering 
everything they want to be. It’s what makes my job so exciting! But it’s also 
what makes yours so hard. You students have to show the world of pros 
who you are when you don’t even know who you are.” 


And, just as suddenly as Ochako had been pushed down that rollercoaster’s 
drop--everything inside Ochako screeches to a halt, stunned by Thirteen’s 
words. They’re left feeling strangely off-balance: as if momentum were still 
trying to tug them forward. 


“That’s exactly it!” Ochako exclaims. “Yes! I love being in the hero course, 
but I don’t even know...” 


Ochako frowns, again unable to find the words to express what it’s been 
like: watching everyone else be thrilled with their costumes while Ochako is 
stuck tugging at their tight latex and restricting belt. 


For the first time since they were five, Ochako lets their gaze fall to 
Thirteen without fear of being caught in the act of looking. When they speak 
again, their voice is small. 


“Did you ever change your costume?” 


“Of course I did!” Thirteen chuckles. “It took me until my second year at 
UA to figure out the astronaut theme.” 


“And? How did you figure it out?” Ochako urges. 


“By all rights, I should have figured it out earlier. My quirk is called Black 
Hole, after all.” Melancholy laces Thirteen’s voice as they tease themself-- 
but then they laugh, apparently cheered again as they continue. “I’ve 
always loved the idea of space, though. There’s nothing up there that we 
recognize as being like us! For most people, that’s terrifying--but I could 
never stop thinking about it. In space, there’s no gravity, no air, no 
expectations: nothing but yourself.” 


“That’s exactly it,” Ochako says again. Speaking the words aloud--finally 
acknowledging that the similarities between them and Thirteen go far 
beyond quirks--feels like letting out a breath they didn’t even know they 
were holding. 


They’re at the top of that rollercoaster again. But, now, they aren’t stuck 
waiting for the drop, nor are they racing out of control. They’re finally, 
simply leaning over the edge: ready to be left weightless by the fall. 


“TI don’t think I’m a girl,” Ochako says, sitting up straight. “And it’s not that 
I want to look like a boy, but I wish people would look at me in my costume 
and see all the stuff you just talked about.” 


Thirteen’s visor twinkles again as they gesture for Ochako to hand them 
the schematics for their costume. “Then let’s get to work, shall we?” 


Ochako’s new costume is still pink. They like pink, after all. 


But they’ve traded out skin-tight fabric for a padded jumpsuit, high heels 
for study boots, and the transparent screen of their helmet for a more 
opaque one that shines cheerfully in the light. 


When Tsuyu sees their new costume, she nods approvingly. “It suits you, 
Ochako.” 


The words it suits you float around Ochako’s head all day, leaving them 
breathless, as if they’d just used up all the air in their lungs screaming 

and laughing during a rollercoaster’s fall. All day, Ochako floats and floats 
and floats: weightless and happy in a way for which they don’t have words. 


Proper Support 


By DragonBandit 


Three minutes after putting on her costume, Momo was ready to admit 
that she might have made a mistake. It had seemed so logical when she 
had designed it. In order to effectively use her quirk, she needed to have 
as much skin showing as possible. That meant a low neckline, no sleeves, 
and a big hole in the back just in case she wanted to create something 
behind her as well as in front. 


Of course she'd also designed this costume before her replacement 
hormones had kicked in and had given her a chest to rival an amazon 
warrior. Simply put, there was too much Momo, and not enough costume 
to be comfortable. To put it more crudely well—erm—well she bounced. 


By the end of the day Momo was thoroughly defeated. She was sore from 
the top of her head all the way down to her toes. More importantly, the 
roots of her breasts hurt. 


Not to mention the added indignity to her esteem when Mineta had 
stopped doing his own stretches to watch Momo struggle through hers 
instead. 


For the first time since she’d started taking her hormone pills she had felt 
... wrong in her skin. The hair on the back of her neck crawling under the 
scrutiny of her classmate. Even if the attention had technically been 
positive, it hadn’t been worth it. 


But that left her with a problem.She needed a hero suit that had padding 
that could keep her breasts in place, while also not getting in the way of 
anything huge she created. 


Momo doubted that the flimsy pieces of fabric she saw in advertisements 
and catalogues would be able to hold up to the energetic movements 
that Aizawa-sensei’s exercises required. 


She couldn’t ask her mother: blessed with small breasts, she would never 
understand the struggles that Momo was going through. Of course asking 
her father was right out! No. No, that would not do. At all. She would just 
have to find someone else to ask. 


How terribly could that go? 


A week later, four more hellish exercises in her obviously no-good costume 
had thoroughly ruined Momo’s confidence. She’d first thought to ask 

Mina, whose costume also showed off a good portion of her bust. But it 
turned out that there were a great many hidden bands and straps on the 
inside of her costumes chest that stopped things from going in every 
other direction. 


Good, in theory, if it weren’t for Momo’s quirk. 

Uraraka wore a sports bra and had moaned that her breasts were also 
sore after using her quirk to fly through the air. Jirou had shrugged and 
said that hers weren’t big enough to have that problem. Asui’s were 
inserts to begin with. 

The internet was even less helpful. It wasn’t fair! None of the female 
heroes on TV or in her magazines talked about this problem! And some 
of them had much bigger breasts than she did, and far more revealing 
outfits. Momo’s costume wasn’t even close to some of Midnight’s older— 
Midnight. 


Momo was a genius. 


“Um, Nemuri-sensei. I was wondering if I could talk to you. If you’re not 
too busy of course.” 


Nemuri paused in the middle of stacking the homework. 

“Of course, Yaoyorozu. What can I do for you?” 

“It’s just, well...” Oh dear. She’d practiced so hard to say the right words 
in the mirror that morning and here she was, going bright red instead. 
Why did her problem have to be so embarrassing? She took a deep 
breath, “I’m having problems with my hero outfit and I was wondering 
if you would be able to help me with it.” 


“Your hero outfit?” 


“Yes, sensei.” 


Nemuri-sensei hummed, pushing up her glasses. “That’s something that 
you'd usually bring up with Aizawa or All Might. They’re your teachers for 
hero skills right?” 


“That’s right. But I don’t think they could help me with the problem I have. 
You see it’s... um... My breasts they...” Momo trailed off again. 


Nemuri cocked her head. “Your hero outfit shows a lot of cleavage. Do you 
want some better tips for how to really pull off sexy and hero together? 
That’s definitely something you wouldn’t be able to get from All Might! 
He’d got bright red if you tried.” 


“No that’s not it,” Momo hastened to explain. 
“Then?” 
“Well, my breasts hurt when we’re doing the more strenuous exercises.” 


There. She had said it. Now if only the ground could swallow her whole 
that would be very nice, please and thank you. 


When the only thing that happened was the sound of Nemuri laughing 
slightly and a hand landing on her shoulder, Momo opened her eyes again. 


Nemuri-sensei smiled down at her, a salacious smile on her lips. 


“I’d better show you the biggest secret in the world of women 
heroing,” she said. She winked, “but I warn you, this is just for us girls. 
Don’t tell any of the boys what I’ve told you!” 


Momo let Nemuri-sensei lead her out of the classroom, a grin spreading 
across her face. She’d never been one of the girls before! 


Momo dragged her fingers down the thick, elastic straps of the sports bra. 
In the mirror her reflection copied her, though there was no sign of the 
bra save for a faint reflective, oil spill film when Momo twisted under the 
lights. Over her nipples, the cups of the bra had shifted to match her skin 
tone exactly. 


Momo already loved it more than every other bra in her wardrobe. It 
didn’t have the fun colours and patterns of the ones she wore under her 
school uniform. But it also wouldn’t show through her hero costume when 
the open V of her neckline inevitably slipped when she was pulling out 
the bigger items. 


The bra was even covered in tiny holes that promised to grow larger 
when objects had to go through them. It was sturdy, practical, and 
worked with her quirk! 


But the real test had yet to come. 
Momo resettled the strap on the bra. And jumped. 


In hero training, this had been the movement that had caused the most 
problems. For the few seconds in the air, her breasts always did their 
best to emulate Uraraka and left the earth behind. Unfortunately when 
they came down again, they did so hard and painfully. It was 
embarrassing. Especially when Mineta was close enough to make his 
usual comments on it. 


This time, there was no moment of weightlessness. When Momo'’s feet 

hit the ground, her breasts didn’t try to fly in her face before crashing into 
her torso like two sacks of flour. Instead, they stayed firmly to her chest 
the entire time, stuck in the extremely comfortable confines of her 

new underwear. 

She left the changing room beaming. 

Nemuri-sensei looked up from her book and gave Momo a wide grin. 


“That’s a lot better, isn’t it?” 


“Yes!” Momo said. “What’s it made of? I need to be able to make these 
with my quirk!” 


Nemuri-sensei waved a hand, “You’d have to ask Power Loader, I just 
wear the things.” 


Steyn Ulan 


Nemuri-sensei laughed, hard. “You’re so sweet. I remember when I was 
your age, ah! I think I just about killed the designer of my hero costume 
with what I asked for. Don’t worry, Power Loader’s heard every costume 
malfunction before. I should tell you what happened when Present 

Mic first got his professional outfit...” 


Momo suspected that her cheeks would never lose the faint tinge of 
red, not even if she lived to be one hundred. 


An hour into the lesson, Momo could feel her breath heaving through her 
lungs. Next to her, Uraraka was doing no better. Together they’d saved 
seven civilians from the robots that Aizawa had threatened the training 
ground with. 


There was no way of knowing how well they were doing compared to the 
other teams, but seven felt like a good number, especially since some of 
those civilians had been in difficult to reach places. Uraraka’s quirk had 
done the bulk of the work, though behind them there was a trail of 
discarded rope, climbing gear, and crowbars as Momo created whatever 
would get them over or through a wall as fast as possible. 


“I found another one!” Uraraka panted. She pointed skywards, at one of 
the taller buildings near the center of the training yard. Unfortunately, 
coming around the other side of the building, Momo could see the tell-tale 
dust clouds of a Bakugou in hot pursuit. 


With Bakugou’s speed, there was no possible way for Momo and Uraraka 
to catch up with him, let alone surpass him to get to the target first. 

Not unless they drastically changed their current strategy. 

Momo tried desperately to think of a solution. They had the advantage of 
anti-gravity, and while the movement was slow, Uraraka had proved time 
and time again that combined with momentum she could— 

That was it. 


Momentum! 


Momo started concentrating on the atomic structure that made up 
Aizawa’s capture tapes, creating a good ten meters, the white tape 
spiralling out of her chest. She set more to create around her elbows, 
wrapping around her arms as more of the tape came out of her body. 


“Uraraka-chan! Use your quirk on me! I think I can beat him!” 


Uraraka didn’t hesitate. She sprinted towards Momo. Momo matched her 
speed, running as fast as her sore legs could carry her. There was only 
half a block between them, but that should be enough. It had to be 
enough. 


Right before Ochako’s fingers hit her, Momo jumped. The momentum, 
plus the sudden weightlessness as Uraraka’s fingertips hit her, rocketed 
her into the air, sending her up to the second story of the buildings 
around her in a few seconds. But it wasn’t enough on its own. 


Momo threw the end out of the capture tape, snagging it against the 
outcropping of the building between her and the target. She yanked hard, 
the motion sending her further upward, closer to the building. 


And she could see Bakugou, also coming up to the civilian at an alarming 
speed. At the rate they were travelling it was clear that Bakugou would 
reach the civilian first. 


No--not if Momo could help it. She wanted to win. 


Momo twisted in the air. With a quick throw the capture tape flew past 
Bakugou’s shoulder, onto the concrete ground of the rooftop below him. 
With another yank, Momo pulled herself down to the rooftop. 


Bakugou turned, seeking the owner of the capture tape. In the exact 
middle of her downward arc, Momo flipped her body. The reinforced 
heels of her boots hit Bakugou directly in the face, knocking him out 
for the moment. 


Momo was still weightless, hovering in midair, still anchored to the roof 
by the capture tape. A minute later, Uraraka joined her, face slightly 
green from her quirk. 


Momo beamed at her. “Quick! I’m not sure if he’ll be out for very long.” 


Uraraka nodded, putting her fingertips together. Momo felt gravity return. 
A sudden increase in weight that startled her even though she was 
expecting it. 


She tumbled to the floor, slapping her hands against the concrete as she 
rolled up onto her feet. Momo turned, beaming at Uraraka. 


Uraraka’s mouth was open, staring at Momo. 


Oh dear. Obviously she must have done something terribly wrong. The 
smile slowly fell off her face. “Uraraka-chan? Is everything alright?” 


“Where did you get your bra?!” Uraraka demanded. “Your boobs didn’t 
move at all! How did you do that?” 


Momo blinked. And then had to double over from breathless laughter. 
She did eventually manage to tell Uraraka the secret and promised to 
make her one as soon as they were away from any boys who might 


wake up at any moment. 


It was, after all, just a secret for the girls. 


"tell me if your pretty heart’s worth holding” 
By Noire Lin 
“Your hair’s getting longer.” 


Denki glances up to see Kyoka leaning against her door, a soft smile on her 
face. She sets down her eyelash curler and tilts her head to the side, 
running her hands through the curtain of her bangs as they slide against 
her face. 


“You think so?” Denki asks, twirling a strand around her finger. “Huh.” 


“Here,” Ky6ka slips a hair tie off her wrist and tosses it. “For when you need 
to start tying it. You’re already a mess with short hair, so,” she trails off, 
shrugging her shoulders. She snickers when Denki makes a face.“You look 
good though. Really, you do.” 


Denki clicks her tongue. “No joke?” 


“No joke.” Kydka steps closer, parting Denki’s hair from the back so 

that it drapes across both her shoulders. “I like this. You gonna grow it out 
some more?” 

“I think so,” Denki whispers, “I’d like to, anyway.” 


“Right on. Well,” she pats Denki’s back, “I'll leave you to it then. 
Don’t wanna take up too much of your time. You’re going out with the two 
knuckleheads later, yeah? Keep them away from escalators.” 


Snorting, Denki turns back to her reflection in the mirror. She picks back 

up her eyelash curler and finishes curling her lashes, satisfied with how they 
flutter against her cheeks. All that’s left to do is her mascara; she’s already 
spent way more time than she meant to trying to sharpen the wing of her 
eyeliner, and the boys should be coming by to pick her up soon. As she rifles 
through her desk drawer full of makeup, she catches the curve of her jaw 
from the corner of her eye, and she frowns. 


She traces a finger across the sharp bridge of her nose, across too 
high cheekbones, across thin, chapped lips. There is a cold, numb feeling 
that washes over her; it gnaws at the skin that she’s grown to love all over 
again, breaks open her wounds and leaves her raw. It broadcasts how 
broad her shoulders are from where they peek under her golden curls, 
how she can’t seem to hide how everything she sees is jagged pieces not 
fitting quite right when all she wants to be is whole— 


—suddenly, it’s getting harder to breathe, and she taps against her desk, 
but all she can hear is her own heartbeat, and— 


Whose body is this, she thinks she hears herself murmur, 
whose body is this— 


“Yo, Kami, you ready yet?” 


Denki jolts up from her seat, startling Eijuro into taking a step back. His 
hand remains hovering the back of her chair, his toothy grin fading into a 
concerned frown. Denki drums her fingers against her arms, trying to feel 
something in her own fading body. 


“You okay?” Eijuro asks. 


“Uh,” Denki begins, not quite sure where her voice is, why it sounds like 
this, where is she right now, “yeah, uh, I’m. I’m good, yeah.” She slides 
her hair off her shoulders. “You were saying?” 


Eijuro stares for a minute before shaking his head. “Me and Tetsutetsu 
are just about ready to head out. You need a minute or..?” 


She waves her hand. “Nah, I’m good. I’m good.” She turns back towards 
her desk drawer, feeling around for her mascara. “Give me a bit. I just 
need to do one more thing.” 


“Yeah, you got it. We'll be out in the common room, yeah?” 
Denki nods. “Yeah, got it.” 


In the mirror, Denki pretends that she doesn’t see Eijuro hesitating at her 
door, that she doesn’t know how observant he is or how much his heart 
bleeds for his friends. When he leaves, she zeroes in on the reflection in 
her mirror, at the stranger that she knows but she doesn’t want to know. 
She watches the stranger as it fiddles with KyOka’s hair tie around Denki’s 
wrist, how it follows her hands as she pulls back her hair into a loose, 
messy bun, how its chest rattles as she takes a deep breath. 


Whose body is this? 


She turns away from her mirror and slings her bag across her 
shoulder, turning off the lights and closing the door. 


“What do you think about this one?” Tetsutetsu asks, holding up a black 
mesh crop top. “Best bro?” 


Eijuro pops up from where his head is buried deep in the clearance sale 
clothing racks. “Bold choice, bro! I like it.” 


“Right? And, look,” Tetsutetsu waves the crop top, revealing how the fabric 
shines gold in the bright lights of the department store. “Isn’t that sweet?” 
He turns to where Denki is running her hands through jackets. “Best 
broette? Thoughts?” 


“Mm?” She glances up. “Oh, bro, that looks so good! You thinking about 
getting it?” 


“Yeah, yeah, I think so.” He turns towards the closest mirror and holds 
it up to his torso. As he studies himself, he purses his lips. “Aw, geez, 
does this look a little plain to you? Like, am I missing something?” 


Denki studies the crop top splayed across Tetsutetsu’s chest. She tilts her 
head and taps a finger against her chin. Tetsutetsu is, by all means, not 
plain at all, but she can see where his concerns lie. Sure, he can wear 

it with some sweats and call it a day, but when was her best bro ever 

the type of person who just calls it a day? She clicks her tongue, skimming 
her eyes over the aisles of the store for anything that might catch her eye. 
She glances back down to the rack of jackets that she had been eyeing, 
and she beams. 


“How about a jacket, bro?” Denki asks, lifting a denim jacket with 
sunflowers embroidered along the sleeves. She shifts some of the other 
jackets around. “Oh, dude! We can totally get matching jackets, too.” 


Eijuro gasps, speeding over. “You're joking. Really?” He lifts a denim jacket 
like the one draped over Denki’s arm, though with daisies instead of 
sunflowers. “Oh my god. Dude, oh my god, we need to get these. Kami, 
Tetsu, we gotta get these jackets. It’s the only right thing to do, y’know?” 


Denki nods her head, already fishing around for a third denim jacket. She 
finds one with a large daffodil stitched into the back of the jacket, pale 
yellow thread spilling across dark denim. She brings it up to her chest to 
see how it looks in the mirror, but she pauses. Tetsutetsu and Eijuro are 
too preoccupied with their own jackets to notice the way she freezes at the 
sight of her own feet in the mirror, how she refuses to be reminded of the 
piercing gaze disguised as her warm, honey eyes. She breathes in, 
breathes out, breathes in— 


“Excuse me, miss?” 


Denki snaps her head up, meeting the gentle smile of someone who looks 
like her age. They scratch the back of their neck, scuffing the soles of their 
shoes against the ground as they glance around at everything that isn’t her. 


“I just, uh, I just wanted to tell you that, um,” they mutter, “I couldn’t help 
but notice that, um, that, uh. I think that jacket’s a good choice. Yellow’s a 
really good choice for you. Like, really good. Yeah, uh.” They wring their 
hands together. “Okay, gotta blast, have a nice day, miss.” 


Just outside the store, Denki spots the stranger’s group of friends wrapping 
their arms around them, whispering something she can’t hear. From where 
she’s standing, Denki watches as a deep red blooms across the stranger’s 
face, kissing its way up to the tips of their ears. They sneak one last glance 
at her, but they get too embarrassed when they notice how she’s looking 
right at them, and they trip over themselves trying to salvage what little 
confidence they have left. 


Eijuro lets out a low whistle. “Dude, that must’ve taken a lot of nerve to 
come up to someone as pretty as you, Kami.” He lays a hand against his 
chest, sighing. “That’s so manly, bro. I respect that.” 


“Me, too,” quips Tetsutetsu, already brushing a stray tear off from 
his face. “Mad respect.” 


Denki hugs her jacket close to her chest, finally daring to look in the mirror. 
Her hair’s practically falling out of her bun, and her eyeliner’s smudging a 
little at the end of her wings, but she doesn’t mind. She repeats miss over 
and over in her mind, relishing in how miss wraps her up in a tight embrace, 
how pretty flutters kisses across her heart. She drinks in how soft her face 
seems now, how she’s looking a little more like the smiling, laughing Denki 
in Class 1-A and a little less like the stranger straining to crack a joke that 
wasn’t self-loathing in all her memories. 


“Let’s get this bread, boys,” Denki says, tucking loose strands behind her 
ears. “These jackets are ours.” 


They stop to get ice-cream on the way back to the dorms, enjoying the 
sounds of cicadas and afternoon chatter as they laze under the shade in 
the park. Tetsutetsu and Eijuro flex in their new jackets, already deciding 
to wear them until the day they die. Denki yawns and stretches across 
the cool grass, closing her eyes. She feels herself begin to nod off when 
someone taps her shoulder. 


“Hey,” Eijuro murmurs, “y’know that we always have your back, right?” 


Denki opens her eyes and turns her head to find Eijuro and Tetsutetsu 
grinning at her. She smiles back, tapping her knuckles against Eijuro’s arm. 


“Yeah, man, I know.” 

“So, if you need anything—and I mean anything at all,” Tetsutetsu 
continues, leaning in closer, “don’t hesitate to ask, ‘kay?” He turns to 
Eijuro. “Bro, what do we do in this house?” 

Eijuro huffs, puffing out his chest. “We respect women, bro.” 

“Damn straight we do.” Tetsutetsu crosses his arms and nods. 

“Nothing better in this world than loving and cherishing our number one 


girl the way she deserves to be, bro.” 


Denki huffs out a shaky laugh, tears already spilling out of her eyes, 
and she breathes. 
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